-j nc mjiorte 

That were his lackicssl cried hum, and well, go to, 

But mavkt him not a word, O, he is as tedious 

As a tyred horfe, a railing wife, 

Worfe then a fmoky houfe.l had rather Jiue 
With cheefe and garlike in a Windmill far. 

Then feede on cates, and haue him talke to me. 

In anyfuromer houfein Chriftendome. 

Mor. /n faith he was a worthy Gentleman^ 

Exceeding well read and profited 
7n ftrange concealments, valiantas a Lyon, 

And wondrous affable* and as bountifull 
As mines of/ndia:fhall /tell you, coofen. 

He holds your temper in a high refpett, 

And curbs himfelfe,eucn of his naturall fcope, 

When you come crofle his humour, faith he doeji 
/warrant you, that man is not aliue, 

Might fo haue tempted him, as you haue done. 

Without the taftc of danger and reproofet 
But do not vfe it oft, let me intreat you. 

iVor. In faith.my Lord, you are too wilfull blame. 

And fince your comming hither haue done enough 
To put him quite befides his patience: 

You muft needes learne,Lord,to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it fhew greatneffe, courage, blood,. 

And that’s the dcareft grace it renders you .* 

Yet often timesit doth prefent harfh rage, 

Defeftof maners, wan t of gouernment. 

Pride, hautineffc.opinion, and difdaine. 

The lead of which, hanting a noble man, 

Lofeth mens hearts, and leaues behindc a ftaine 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides, 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hot, Well,/ am fchoold, good manners he your fpeede. 
Here come your wiues,and let vs take our leaue. 

Enter Cflendowcr with the Ladies, 

Mor, This is the deadly fpight that angers tne. 

My wife can fpeake noEgli(h,/no welfh. 

glen. My daughter weepes, fhec’lenot part with you, 


W^y the fourth. 

Shee’le be a fouldier too, fheele to the wars. 

Mor, Good father tell her, that flie, and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your conduft fpcedily. 

Glen dower {peaces to her in Welfh, andfhe unfit ere s 
him in the fame, 

Glen, Shec is defperate here, 

Apeeuifh fclfc wildcharlotrie, one that no perfwafioncan doe 

good vpon. ^ Lady fpeakes in Welfh. 

Mor. I vndcrftand thy lookes,that prettie Wel/h, 

Which thou powreft downc from thefe fwelling heauens, 

I am too perfect in, and but for lhame 
In fuch a parley fhould I anfwere thee. 

The Lady againe in Welfh. 

Mor, I vnderftand thy kiffcs,and thou mine. 

And that’s a feeling deputation: 

But I will neuer be a truant loue, 

Till I haue learn’d thy language, for thy tongue 
Makes Wellh as fwectc as ditties highly pead. 

Sung by a faire Queene in a fummers bowre, 

With rauifhing diuifion to her lute. 

Glen. Nay,ifyou melt, then will fhe runne mad, 

The Lady fpeakes againe in Wetfh. 

Mor. O, I am ignorance it felfe in this. 

Glen. She bids you on the wanton rufhci lay you downe* 
And reft your gentle head vpon her lap. 

And (he will fing the fong that pleafeth you. 

And on your eyelids crowne the God offleepe, 

Cbarmingyour bloud with pleafirigheauinefl'e. 

Making fuch difference twixe wake and fleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt day and night. 

The houre before the heauenly harneft teeme 
Begins his golden progreffe in the Eaft. 

Mor. With all my heart, lie fit and hearc her fing. 

By that time will our booke I thinkebe drawne. 

Glen. Do fo,?nd thofe Mufitions that ihall play to you. 

Hang in the ayre a thoufand leagues from hence, 

And ftraight they (hall be here, fit andattend. 

F 3 Hot, 
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